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If asked to describe his mood at any given moment, Dave might answer with "ambivalent." 


It was certainly how he felt on a cold morning in some other country, trapped in a hotel room with his 


drummer, his best friend, his lover. 

That was the ambivalence in question 

He had been awake for at least an hour, studying a tousled blond head, musing on what the word meant, 
perhaps composing a lyric in his mind about the struggle. But couched in such an ambivalent way as to mean 


anything, anyone. 


Finally Taylor shifted beneath the mound of bedding and hazel eyes blinked in rapid succession. Then a slow 


smile spread across that delicious mouth. 


"Hey stud" Raspy whisper, the kind which made Dave's heart beat just a little faster. 
"C'mon slacker, get your ass up. I'm starving." 
"Are you?" A sandy eyebrow disappeared into an overhang of hair. 


A sound of dismissal, a rush of air out of Dave's mouth. "You ain't up for the job, son,” he said, with his 


version of Virginia twang. 
"Oh | gotta tent here just for you," Taylor replied, moving to prop himself up on his elbows. 


"Where?" Dave leaned forward in the armchair he had moved in from the living room of the suite. So / watch 


him while he sleeps, so what? 
Taylor pulled on the bedclothes to make them taut. "See that?" 


Another phhhi. "Morning wood. Everybody knows it's useless. Twenty bucks says you lose your boner after you 


piss." 

"Oh this ain't goin’ nowhere, son" Taylor loved to mock his pseudo-country ways, though he didn't have room 
to talk. Dave liked to ask him, "So what do they say in Tex-ass?" But Taylor would always cite his California 
upbringing as proof against any redneck tendencies. 

"Well c'mon boy, lets see whatcha got" Dave jumped to his feet and walked over to the bathroom door, making 
a comical affer you gesture. Taylor made sure to tease as much as possible, practically swishing his way to 
the toilet. Dave put his hands on Taylor's shoulders and watched the other relieve himself. 

"Dude, | can't piss if you're watching" 


"Well | gotta make sure you don't cheat after you're done." 


"Whatever." They fell silent as the stream hit the water, a sound unreasonably loud in the echo chamber of 


the bathroom. After shaking off the last drops, Dave leaned forward and put his hand around Taylor's dick 
‘Like what you feel?" 

"You lose, boy. You're only half-hard now" 

"No, you lose if you keep talking like that: 


Dave ran his thumb over the top, tracing the vein, the glans. 


So pretty. Just like the rest of him 


"How about a shower?" 

"Do | stink?" 

Dave took a noticeable sniff of the back of Taylor's neck. "Not any more than usual.” 

"You so suck at this. l'm flirting, you idiot" 

"Hey, | suggested a shower - that's pretty damn romantic for me." 

Taylor was quiet for a moment, then shrugged. "Yeah okay." 

Dave moved back into the bedroom to disrobe, pausing to scratch in all the places which were better left to 
private attention. Steam began emanating from the bathroom, immediately fogging up the mirror over the 
bureau. 

"Dude, we're taking a shower, not boiling pasta," Dave called out. 

"| like it hot!" Taylor answered, 


"Well I'm going out on the balcony for a smoke, and to induce a little hypothermia." 


He pulled on a pair of jeans, only buttoning as far as to keep them from falling down, and opened the French 


doors in the living room. A blast of icy air immediately shocked his system. 

"Oh fuck, it's cold!" He stepped outside and grabbed a cigarette from the pack he had left on the balcony's 
glass table. His hands were shaking as he lit up. He zoned out watching the traffic for a few minutes, 
wondering why he always prolonged every possible situation of satisfaction, it was as if he enjoyed torturing 
himself with the possibility of having Taylor rather than the actual event. But he always succumbed, he could 
never resist. 

So damn pretty, it should be against the law. What cheesy hair metal song was that from? 

"Making yourself frigid? That's a little weird, dude." 

Taylor put his arms around Dave, and his cheek against Dave's left shoulder. 

"If you're going to boil me alive, at least | won't feel it” 


Taylor took the cigarette out of Dave's hand and took a drag. "Such a pussy." 


"Dude, where are we again?" 


| dunno. All these places start to blur together after a while. C'mon, it's freezing out here." 


Taylor began kissing Dave's shoulder, knowing it would freak him out. But surprisingly Dave just stood there 
and let him do it: 


"C'mon honey," he pleaded, using a simpering voice he generally reserved for mockery. "Come inside and drill my 


ass. 
Dave began snickering, which turned into full-on laughter as Taylor joined in 
"Now who's a pussy?" 

Taylor gave him one last kiss, with a loud smack. "You love me." 

"You're damn lucky at that." 


"You're gonna get lucky unless you stay out here and turn into an icicle first" 


Dave started soaping Taylor's back, moving the washcloth slowly down to his ass, then his thighs. 
"Okay, | love you, but you'll have to wash your own feet" 

"td wash your feet" 

"Thats your own personal weirdness, Tay." 

"There's nothing wrong with liking feet. Feet are beautiful things." 

"Here's a beautiful thing, right here.” 


He enjoyed hearing Taylor squeak as he stuck his index finger into his ass. Then more squeaking as his hands 
slid against the fiberglass wall. 


"What's that?" Dave teased. 


The answer was a serious of incoherent vocalizations. Dave smiled and moved the hand with the washcloth to 


Taylor's stomach. 
"Now that's pussying out, dude. Just one finger and you're mush? Too easy." 


"Shaddup, fucker." 


The words came out slow and slurred. Dave hung the washcloth on the faucet knob of the shower and reached 
behind him to grab a container. Taylor audibly sniffed when Dave flipped open the cap with his thumb and 
squirted some liquid onto Taylor's cock. 


"Whazzat?" 

“Special water-soluble lotion, you can use it in the shower. It's vegan, no nasty petrochemicals and shit" 
"Mmm." 

"Smells nicer than Astroglide, doncha think?" 

"Yeah. . where -" 

"Where do | always get the good smelly shit from, hmm? Just lean back" 

Dave moved his hand, slick with liquid the consistency of pudding, over Taylor's stomach and down to his 
crotch, then began slowly stroking up from the base of his penis all the way to the tip. He smiled as Taylor 
arched against him, moaning and putting his hands on Dave's hips. 

"You like that, hmm? I'll have to remember that the next time you piss me off" 

"You. . you couldn't hold out on me" 

Now the retort was a rushed whisper, each utterance tumbling over the one before. Dave's hand roamed the 
length of Taylor's torso, feeling the bones beneath. He was the epitome of skinny, though Dave's mind secretly 
leapt to more gentile adjectives like /the and willowy. The ones you can't say seriously without giving the game 
away. Though he liked to say / keep thinking Im gonna break you. 

And teasing laughter would always follow. 

Dave's hand dropped down again to stroke, and he couldn't tell if his hand was sticky from lotion or seminal 
fluid, when Taylor turned and pushed him against the opposite wall, his mouth threatening to swallow Dave's 
entire face, his tongue licking wherever it landed. There's not much difference in the feel of saliva and water, 


he thought. His finger had slipped out of the sweet spot, and so the hand grabbed Taylor's ass and squeezed it 
while the other tangled in that bleached blond hair, now dark and wet. 


"Brat," he whispered while being covered in kisses. He thought incongruently both of puppies, and of the first 
time he made out with someone. Hot slavering lust coupled with chaotic enthusiasm. Taylor always comes at 
Dave full bore, never holds back, and he is in love with the complete trust he has in his bandleader, his best 


friend, his lover. 


"Dude. . are you trying to break me?" 


Breathy, so goddamn sexy because Taylor can't hide that he likes it like that, likes having Dave on top, pounding 
him as he folds up his skinny legs and takes it. 


"You. Love. It." 


Dave is out of breath and on the edge of an orgasm which threatens to drain his balls; he can already feel the 
ache of straining to hold back. 


Taylor tried to scratch at him, but his nails are bitten to the quick. Dave felt the calluses on his fingers, he 
bent and held Taylor down on the mattress, thrusting harder. Hazel eyes widened, mouth open in an ‘0: of 
surrender, not unlike that transcendent ecstasy of performance, when in perfect sync, time kept but also 
stretching seemingly forever. 

Locked in the groove, that's us, Dave thought. 

"D, c'mon. | won't be able. . to sit. I'm, I'm good" 

This was true, Taylor's stomach was sticky with a luminescent trail of semen. His entire body shook during 
orgasm, and Dave had to think of unpleasant things as certain muscles threatened to wring one out of him as 
well. But he liked this repetitive motion, an expression of the intensity of their need for one another. His 
concentration wavered, and his body took the wheel and drove off the cliff. Dave collapsed onto Taylor, biting 


off a yell as he buried his face in a nearby pillow. 


After a few minutes, heart still racing, Taylor pushed him off and began chuckling. 
"Jesus fuck, Disco, ‘drill my ass’ is only a figure of speech." 


Dave started laughing as well, which brought on a coughing fit. After it passed he started all over again. The 


two of them snickered at one another for a while, every time their eyes met the giggles began anew. 
"What's so damned funny?" Taylor asked 

"Hts the way you say ‘drill my ass; | dunno man, it's just hilarious" 

"Call room service, dude, I'm starving’ 

"Are you?" Dave asked, sardonically fey. 

Taylor laughed so hard he fell off the bed. "Fuck youl l'm nof like that!" 


"Face it, Tay, you're my little bitch" Dave looked down at him from the edge of the bed. Taylor had stretched 


out on the floor, his hands cradled beneath his head. 

"Can't live without me." 

"Wouldn't want to." 

Taylor gave him a look that was a mix of smugness and adoration, but said nothing. They were beyond words, 


these moments when they looked into one another and glimpsed reflections of themselves staring back. 


There was nothing ambivalent about what they had, even if Dave would never figure out how he felt. But for 


now he was content to watch TV and eat bacon and eggs in bed with his drummer, his best friend, his lover. 


